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temptuous look. Elsa's scorn either makes me mad or makes me feel
like crawling. Last week I felt like crawling.
I wish Elsa would try just once to see my side of things. It
shouldn't be hard for her to understand I was obliged to attend our
office party. My boss specifically ordered me to go and keep my
staff in line. Elsa's telephone call to the country club made me look
ridiculous. It lowered me in the estimation of my superiors and, in
my opinion, jeopardized a raise I've been sweating out since Sep-
tember. As I was leaving the phone booth I ran smack into a bank
vice-president, and he cocked an eyebrow and cracked: "Domestic
trouble? Wife wants you home, I suppose." I told him, "No." Promo-
tions seldom go to men tied to apron strings.
The vice-president stayed on at the party and I did, too. I was so
miserable and disgusted I drank twice as much as I had intended. I
can barely recall the kids ganging up and plastering me with lip-
sticky kisses, but I can distinctly recall Elsa's reaction later—the
contempt in her eyes, the flat, unloving note in her voice. I'm sorry I
hit her, as I've told her repeatedly, but I just couldn't help myself.
Ill admit I didn't distinguish myself at the office party, but Elsa
has been paying me off ever since. She doesn't say much, but she
keeps on the pressure. She lets me know in dozens of oblique, left-
handed ways that she is clinging to her grudge. On Christmas after-
noon she maneuvered me into visiting my mother, although my
mother and I have no fondness for each other. The visit was meant
to punish me.
All things considered, I don't think I've done so badly in life. I
climbed from the bottom with nobody's help. When my mother was
sixteen her parents, ignorant people, married her to an old man of
sixty on the mistaken theory he had money. My mother had to go to
work to support him and us five children. In those days I was terri-
bly ashamed of my dad; the other youngsters in the neighborhood
called him grandpop and I did, too, Tm sorry now. He died when I
was ten and my kid brother nine. We then found out how he had
shielded us from my mother. She had a fiery temper and a great
fear we children would wind up as juvenile delinquents. Many a

